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" THE LONELY BRIDE

A PLEASANT BTORY,

HE day accomodiation triln on the

Bhore Line was making s dellber-
ate wny westward, curving wilh every
ocurve of the Connecticut shore, and
elinging to the water slde as though
potunted by o sentiment for const scen-
ery. On oneside of the traok lay the
blie, white-oapped sen; and the other,
low rolling hills with the foregrounds of
brown meadow and goldenn sedge, over
all the superb arch of sunddit sky. It
wis o delicious, Inte autumn day, and
Miss Mallows found “That Husband of
Mine' so little engrossing ~perhaps be-
cause of her maldenly upsequalontance
with the possessive case of that article
—that she flung it down and betook
herself to gazing from the window, Bhe
waa growlng dreamy, ng goaskrg al R
rapldly chnnglng seene nre apt to do,
when a word reached her enr, nud
aroused cutlosity enough to make her
turn ber head. It was n woman's nnme,
and an uncommon one-—="* Arethusu. '

The persons who uttered 1L was o man.
His seat was on the opposite side of the
ear, and o little in advance of that which
Miss Mallows hersell ocoupied, and she
now obsgerved that there was something
odd about his appenrance. His head and
shoulders were musslve and finely form.
ed, his face seen In profile was a good
one, with kindly eyes and a striking
forehead, broad and benevolent. But
there was something dwarfish In his
appearance, and when presently he half
rose to shut the window It became ap-
parent that he was 0 dwarf, There was
no deformity, but the Iarge hend and
broad shoulders were balanced by n mis-
ernble pair of little legs not longer than
those of a child of ten years, He was
not young, for there were grizzled halra
about his temple and in his full beard,
and altogether his appearance wns half
attractive, and awoke a feellng com.-
pounded of good will and pity so strong-
ly mingled that it was hard to tell which
predominnted.

Hia companion—evidently the '* Are.
thuen’’ addresged—wns a girl not over 20,
of that delicate type of prettiness known
ae “ Amerlcan” which fades so early,
but is charming in its brief flower time,
Her new grey suit, with crepe lisse
ruffies nt thront and wrist, the erlsp
feather in her hat, even the shining red
leather of her traveling bag, and the
perfectly fresh, carefully put on gloves,
bespoke the bride, but there was some-
thing very unbridal in the face which
these finerfes surrounded. The eyes,
blue in tint and beautifully sbaped and
sob, were swollen with erying, and quiv-
ered nervously, every vestige of color
had fled from the round childish cheeks,
and the hands in new gloves were pinch-
ed together with a tightness like terror.
Once or twice, ns Miss Mallows walch-
ed, she fought with emotion, and called
up & wan little smile In answer to some-
thing said to her, but she neyer spoke.
Her companion, on the contrary, talk-
ed incessantly in a low.-voleed stendy
strain,

Miss Mallows could only cateh a word
now and then, and her curiosity about
the couple grew so strong that she felt
that she would pay nny price to know
their story,

There could be no doubt as to thelr
relations, she thought ; they were hus.
band and wife, and just married, The
little man gqvidently had no thought
except for his bride. Mile after mile he
talked and talked, devouring her with
his eyes the while, and she sat with
half-averted head, never meching his
gaze or replying by a word to anything
he sald. Once she turned and looked
at Miss Mallows with a wild appeal in
her face which was startling, but she
fnstantly looked awsy, and presently
laid her arm on the window sill and her
hesd on her arm, and began to ery in a
atill, dreadful manner, not sobbing aloud,
but trembling all over with a pent-up feel-
ing which waa worse than an out-break.
The man tried in vain to soothe her; she
repelied him gently but decidedly, and
ot last he finally gave up the attempt,
and silently sat beside her with a grave,
troubled foce,

‘X shall die if X can’t find out about
those people,” though the excited ob-
server on the other slde of the ear, But
ghe did not die, neither could she find
out. One cannot walk up to perfect
strangers and demnnd, ** Your story or
your life I"—itis impossible. Bo Miss
Mallows sat still, her conjectures aflame
and ber fingers fairly twitching with
impatience, till i lnst the traln stopped
at n small way-station, and the little
man, rising from his seat — and, alaal
looking even ghorter than when he sat,
puld, in a gentle, depreostory tone,
“Now, Arethusa.”

With that they vanished, Miss Mal.
lows bad one more glimpse of them,
gotting Info a brand new carryall, which
looked as though it might be & part of
the wedding ountfit, and then the traln
bore her away, Her thoughts remained
behind with the people In whom she

had taken so sudden and violent an In<
terost,

‘I wonder who they are, and why on
earth she marrled him ¥ mn her reflec
tlons, ““Ho young and pretty, and so
ovidently unhappy! And for sll her
prettiness, it was not an educated face,
or a Indy's—helooked fur nicer than she,
I feel exnctly ns though I had dipped
Into the middle chapter of an exolting
novel, and then somebody had taken
awny the book, What would I glve fo
read the beginuing and the end of 1t!
“hat busband of Mine,” Indeed!
Btupid wretoh!™ Apd she gave the
volume a viclous little knook, ' How
is one to endureé such  twaddle, when
renlly Interesting things like this arve
happening In real life all the ime? Let
me see—where waa It that those people
got out ¥ gonsulting her toket, ** Up-
ham Corners—that is only- ten, eleven,
thirteen miles from Patunxet, Porhaps
Muargaret Lepox may know something
of them, I'll nsk her.”

Felleia—TI am tired of oalling her Miss
Mallows, which name, besldes, seems to
belle her frank, lmpulslve nature—had
her desire gratified sooner than she had
tared to hope,

Mr, Lenox was late to ten that night,
aud explained the fact by saying, I
went four miles out of my romd to see
David Dalrymiple’s new steam-thresher,
and, behold, when I got there, it was
locked up, and he away with the key In
his pocket. And what do you think,
Margaret ¥—he had gone fo be mar-
rled ¥’

‘ Not really ¥"

“Really, Itried to pump old Hally
a8 to the age and antecedenis of the
bride, but she was deaf at once, and not
n word could I extract, Master David
had told her to have a good fire and boil
the bam—that was all ; and she wasn't
one (o ask questions about things as
didn't consarn her, Then she pinched
her lips tight and began to poke the
fire, and e it struck me that the remark
things which did not ‘consarn’ people
wns meant to be personal; I gave It up
and came awny."”’

Oh dear! What dreadful woman do
you suppose has pouneed on that poor
little David ¥ An old mald, of course,
or gome harpy of a widow.'”

T can’t say ns to that, but T imagine
she's good looking, and that David s in
love with her,”

*t Dear, what makes you think that?*

“0Oh, because of the paips he has
taken nbout the house. Lota of new
furniture, and everything redded up.
He'a bought a carryall, Bally says.”

““Who is this person that you are
talking about ¥"’ asked Felicia,

1 A neighbor of ours—seven mliles off
to be sure, but that counts ns neighbor-
hood In the country. Buch a nice,
elever man, Fellela; a good farmer, too,
and thoroughly respectable in every
way : but poor fellow ! so unfortunnate in
his appearance—a dwarf almost, with
the head and shoulders of a grown per-
gon, and stunted legs no bigger than o
child’s,”

“ Oh 1" almost shrieked Miss Mallows,
Y that must be my little man in the ear.
I came all the way from New Haven
with hilm and his bride ;" and she went
into a deseription which left Mrs, Lenox
as much exolted as her friend.

“ T must see her!" she cried,
drive over in a day or two.”

Weather was unpropitious, however,
and the day or two proved nearly a
fortnight. Mre, Lenox had a double
errand, being provided with a basketful
of Zonale geraniums to be exchanged
for outtings from old Bally’s famous
chrysanthemums; but when, after
knocking a long time at the seldom
used front door of the farmhbouse, they
made their way round to the kitchen,
and from thence to the family sitting-
room, no one was visible, and the fireless
hearth and neatly piled books and
papers on the table made It evident that
the apartment had not been used of
late, While they lingered and wonder-
ed, a crenking stepeame down the stalrs,
and old Bally, with & teacup In her
hand, entered the room. Bhe saluted
the ladles grimly.

“Thank ye, Miss Lenox, I'dllkethe
geraniums well enough If T’d time to
tew round with 'em, but jest now my
hands is full, without taking ocare of
plants, s-nussing Miss Dalrymple.*!

“ Mrs, Dalrymple's ¥ is ahe |11 9"

“Yes, shels and she aln’t. "Tain’t
no partioolnr kind of sickness as 1 can

ee; but she's weak as water, and looks
{ml, I gave her pennyroyal when she
fust come, thinkin' It might be she'd
ketched an inside cold on the journey;
but it didn't do no good, and she kep’
on not entin’ pothin’ and gettin’® more
and more peakin’, till finally she fook
to bed, and to.day Mr. David's gone over
for the dootor. He sot up with her last
night. Bhe didn’t want him to, but he
sald he shouldn't sleep any how, and
he'd rather. It don't seem as If it need
take up any time awaitin’ on her, for
she don’t ask for anything from morn-
log till day’s end: but sickness inkes
steps any way you fix it, and I hain't
done much execept go up stalrs and down
agaln theso four days,'’

“We'll

" Donr me " began M, Lenox, But
Feleols moved by an lmpulse, broke
in:

“1think I must bave come on In
the ssme train with Mrs, Dalrymple,
I wonder iIf T might go up amd see
her "

Rather to her surprise, Bally mude no
objection,

“Bhe hain't sald she wouldn't see no.
body, and mebbe 1t'll rouse her up a bit,*
wis her ultimatum, and Miss Mallows
ran lightly up. A door stood half open;
ahe tapped, and In answer fo a falnt
“Oome in,”" enlered the bed.room,
where, covered with a resplendent star.
patterned palchwork quilt, Iny her Inte
fellow-traveler,

The pale cheeles, from whioh mueh of
the cohildish roundness bad wasted,
fushed at glght of her,

YT hope you will forgive me for com-
ing up so unceremoniously,”” began Fe
licin, to hide her own nervousness.
“Your old housekeoper gave me lenve,
and—well, 1 felt po sorry for you, slok
and alone In a strange place, that 1
wunted to come, If It tires you, you
st send me awny.

The girl looked at her a moment . in
pllence. Then she said, * Won't you
sit down ¥ There's a chalr,”

Miss Mallowa snt down. Bhe was n
pleasant object to look at in her Vo
greens and phensant browns, with cheeks
and eyes brightened by frosty alr, and
the Invalid felt it.

“ You was In the car the day I came,
wasn't you ¥'' she sald. “I recollect
your hat, *“ I've been rick ‘most ever
since, It seems o long time.”’

“The firet fow weeks Ina new plice
are apt to seem long,” réplled Felicln,
kindly : * and T dare say you miss your
home.”

1 haven’t any
sadly.

“Indeed,”

“No. Idon’t remember my folks nt
all, or searcely, My father he dled when
I was born, and mother when I wasn't
but two. I hadn't any body else, so
they sent me to the orphan asylum, and
I lived there fifteen yenrs,"

“Poor child! Did you? And what
then ¥

“Then I was took by Mr, Parker over
to Cheshire. T was their help, but they
were very good to me, and it wag most
of & home I'd ever had. Miss Parker
she liked to have me eall her “*ma,"
and I did.”

*“And then you married Mr. Dalrym-
]!lB.”

“Yes.,” The blue eyes clouded over,
and the lips closed tlglltly over the ove
word,"

“ And now I hope you'll have a real
home of your own at last, What a
plensant old home this is! Hven at this
senson one can see that, And my friends
tell me that Mr. Dalrymple is #o kind,
and good, and clever, and s0 much re-
speoted In the neighborhood, 1 am sure
you cannot fail to be happy with him,
though just at first the farm may seem a
little lonely and strange.”

The reply to these well.meant remurks
wis unexpected, for the bride burst into
o violent fit of erying, which no sooth-
ing on the part of her dismayed guest
availed to chack,

“ 11 tell you about It,"” she sobbed at
Inst, quleting a little, and won to confl.
dence, as it were, by the tears in Fell-
oia’s own eyes. I haven't had any one
to tell before, and I'm so unhappy. I
didn’t think I should feel so when I got
married, They nll said I should be a
fool if T didn’t take Mr. Dalrymple, be-
cause he was 8o well off, and he wanted
me 80 much ; even Miss Parker she said
she couldn't countensnce no such a
thing as my saying no, and I'd never
have such anofher chance the longest
day I lived. Then I never had no
one to do for me before, and he gave me
such & lot of things, and I did so like to
look nice and pretty like lndies do, and
go—I did. And then, somehow, when
it was all over, and I had to go of? with
him, it come to me ull of & sudden what
1'd done, and how my whole life was o
golng to be just the same thing always,
and he was always a golng to be there,
and I know the girls lnughed at us be-
hind our backs, and Loulsa Brooks eall.
ed him ‘spindie-toes,” and yet I'd got to
stay by him and never go anywhere
elso, or be nnything else. And it all
come over me, and it was awful! I
hadn’t ever realized It before.” And
she logked with piteous anxiety into
Miss Mallows face, who stroked her
hand gently, but wisely made no answer
as yet.

I g'pose folks do call this a pleasant
place,” she went on, after a little pause,
““but it don’t look pleasant to me. 1
ain’t used to the country, or to belng
alone all day, There was two hundred
of us at the aeylum and at Miss Parker's
I was close to the town, and I could see
folks a-passing, and hear wagons, It's
#0 still here I can hear myself think al-
most; and the wind makes nolses in the
chimuney, and I lie awake at night and
listen, It'slikes voice, and It says,
‘Alone! nlone! alone ! and groans, and
frightens me awfully.”

“ 1 don’t think It says that," exclaim-

home to miss''—

el Miss Mallows, with a sudden Insplm-
tlon. 1t says, ‘a homel n home! &
home!" That is what the wind always
seems to say to me In homely gld chim-
neys llke these.” Then she thought to
herself, *ghall 1Y orshan't1¥ I hate
preaching, and I hate meddiing; but
there's o chance o do o bt of good, may-
bé, and—yes, I'll rink 18"

" Now leten to me, dear,”” ghe went
on, aloud, softening her voloa as If o a
ohild. " This Is what 1 Lhink about
your position. It seéms to me that you
are Just ab the polnt when you must de-
olde for yourself whether you’ll be a
happy woman or an unhappy one for
the rest of your life,”

“ How ¥ What do you mean "

" Why, you were a lonely girl, you
know, with no real home of your own,
aud here & good man has come along and
taken you luto his, He loves you denr-
ly vow, and you have a great deal of in-
fluence over him, and can do preily
much us you like now; but bhow long
will that last if you go on crying and
belng unhappy and showing how little
you eare for him "

4T don’t know," whispered the bride,
falntly.

“Then you are marrled, you know,
You have given a promise;, and must
keep it, even if 1t makes you sorry.
Promlses are solemn things. But 1
think you ean keep it and be happy too.
And it strikes me you have a chance to
do a most beautiful thing."

W hnat Is that ¥ wonderingly.

“o make upto a good man who loves
you for m hnrd, hard thing in his life,
Think how dreadful it mustalways have
been for your husband, with his elever
mind and fine face, to feel himself In
one respect inferior to the stupidest
Inborer who works in his fleld. It must
have hurt him cruelly always, and if
he were not & sweel-hearted person by
nature, it must have made him hard
and sour. Now, for the first time,
gomething delightful has come into his
life. He has marrled you, and it seems
to me such a chance as few women have
to be able to be so much to any one #s
youean be to him. And—don’t you
think I want te preach; but God al-
ways blesses those who try to do right,
and if you make your husband happy, I
think he will bless you and make you
happy too,”

Her eyes ran over her as sha made her
little speech,

“Felicinl" sounded from below—*'Fea-
licin, we ought to be going.”

“ Must you go?” eried Mrs, Dalrym-
ple, sitting up in bed, *Thank you ever
g0 much. You have done me n heap of
good. TI’ll never forget you—never. Oh
—what’s your name?"

Y Fellola—Felicia Mallows. Good-bye,
dear; and do not forget that the wind in
the chimney never says ‘alone,’ when
two people who care for each other are
together.” Then they said good-bye.
* 1 shall come again if Ican before I
leave,” declared Fellola, Old Bally,
coming up to hasten her movements,
was nstonished to see the two exchange
a kiss.

“Why, what ever has she done to the
cretur?” she muttered, as the pony
wagon rolled away. “Bhe looks twice
aa allve as she did afore they came,”

We drop a tiny seed into the ground,
or we waloh a winged messenger detach
itself from the parent plant and float
away on its separate errand, and we are
scarcely consclous that with the act a
new sequenees of energies and possibill-
ties began, and the world la richer for a
fresh point of growth. Felicia had no
chance for another visit to the Dalrym-
ple furm that automn, and it was two
years beforeshe saw itagain during which
fhe image of the oddly clroumstanced
little bride faded into dim distance,
ns Images will in this overcrowded
world, Another visit to Patunxet re-
vivéd it into sudden life,

“ What ever became of that little
neighbor of yours who married & young
girl ¥ ghe asked Mrs, Lenox. “It wns
when I waas last here, Do you recollect
our going there ¢’

* Yes, now that you recall it, I do;
and the unconsclonable time you siaid
up stairs in her bed-room. I believe she
is well, Her baby was baptised a few
Sundays ago.”

“Have they a baby ¥'*

“ Yes; a little girl. By-theway—"
Mrs. Lenox was called off, and did not
finish her sentence. Next day Miss
Mallows borrowed the pony-wagon for a
solltary drive.

“ T want to see my little friend Mrs,
Dalrymple,” she explained; *‘and sup-
posing her to be up stairs, you might
got tived of old Bally.”

“ Thank you, my dear, £ should. You
are weloome to the pony."

It was a September day, as mild as
June; and when Miis Mallows drove
through the ferm-gate, she saw it mis-
tress sitting In the porch, her sleeping
baby in its wagon beside her, and her
sewlng in her hands, She dropped it
with a start of joy when she caught
sight of her gues!

1t Is you!™ lht'; oried,
‘MIU

“0h, I am so

I thera any finttery equal to that
" ’uu ?!l

" You haven't forgotten me, Lheén P
sald Fellola.

“Oh, vo; bow could I forgm? You
eame when I was all slek and miserable,
and lifted me right out of il There's
never been m day since then I haven’d
thought of youn."

% Then yon are slok and miserable no
longer ?*' snld Milss Mallows, with a
second kien, * That Is bappy news.”

“Oh no; Iam quite contented now,
David Is ever 5o good to me, and T think
more of him every day. And then there’s
my hb"."

" Let me sen her,
fnce !

HIan't It P with an expltant smile.
“And she's much prettier with her oyes
open, They are nof blue | they are dark
gray, like her father's, and just lovely.
AndI named her after you, Felleln
David! that's her name, How T wish
he wns hiere! I've told him heaps about
you. He's over in the field yonder with
the hey.cotters, They do twiee as well
If he gits by and looks after them,”

“ Dear Mra, Dalrymple, how glad 1
am to see you again! And to think of
naming your baby after me!"

“Oh, I wantad fo. You were 2o good
to me that day. All you sald to me
came true, I couldn’t think more of
Dvid than I do now If he was as tall as
CGlolinth. He's little, but he's got the
biggest heart—that’s right, baby ; wake
up, and tell the Indy that papa is the
best man in the world, He is, lsn’t he ¥-
Did you hear her? Rhe sald yes.”

e

The Noise of the Finger.

1n the current number of the Medisal
Record, Dr. Hammond eays that when
you poke the end of yourfinger in your
ear the roaring nolse you hear is the
sound of the cirenlation in your finger—
which is & fact, as any one can demon-
strate for himself by first putting his
fingers in his ears, and then stopping
them up with another substance., Trgy
it and think what a wonderful machine
your body is, that even the points of
your fingers are such busy workshops
that[they roar like a small Niagara. The
ronring is probably more than the noise
of the circulation of the blood. Ttis the
volee of all the vital processes together—
the tearing down and building up
processes that are always going forward
in every living body, from conception to
death.

&5 The Bapfist Jecrclu'r caichan At
one of Mr, Gough's bright sayings to
point o moral for the habitually un-
punctual, Gough says that in his
travels he has met with o three-handed
race—people that have & right hand, a
left hand, and—a little behind-hand.
And yet, three-handed though they be,
they are the most unhandy people in
the world to have around, especially in

What a sweet little

Bunday school. * Late—late—so lale’'—
not once, but always. Nobody ever
knew them to be In time. Change your

hour as much as you may—put it for-
ward, put it backward—no changes of
senson or place will make any chan
in thelr minds or habits; they wi
always hit it exactly, and make their
appearance just fifteen minutes late,

— el

Rough on the Doctor.

A pingular case of homicide was re.
cently tried at Spolet, Italy, the acoused
being a rich farmer, and his offence the
shooting of a doctor who had failed to
cure his ¢hild. When the child, a boy
of fourteen months, fell ill, the farmer
sent for the doclor, and told him that if
his treatment was successful he would
pay him 200 lire (about $400), but that
if the child died he would kill him. The
doctor undertook the case, but his med.-
fcine seemed to aggravate the disease,
and death ensued. A few weeks after

the funeral the farmer lay in wait for

the unfortunate practitioner and shot

him. The court gave the lenient sen-

temseor ten years’ imprisonment snd
25,000 lire fine.

2" Mr. Spurgenu, in walking a little
way out of London to preach, chanced
to get his pantaloons quite muddy. A
good descon met him at the door and de-
sired to get a brush and take off some of
the mud. ** Oh, no,"” said Mr. 8., ** don't
you see it is wet, and If you try fo brush
it now, you will rub the stain into the
cloth ? Letit dry, when it will come off
easy enough and lsave no mark.” Bo,
when men speak evil of us falsely—
throw mud at us—don’t be ina hurry
about brushing it off. Too great uﬁ;
ness to rub it off, is apt to rub it in

it dry; by and by, if need be, a litle ef-
fort will ‘remove it.

Wicked Clergymen.

‘T belleve it to be all wrong and even-
wicked for clergymen or other publie
men (o be led into giving testimonials

e&mk doctors or wvile stuffs ealleds

oinca. but when a really meritors-

cln‘un “ﬂto .ﬁ:adu :":h:h remedies

nown yalolans use

and trust in daily, we should l\‘m
commend it. X therefore cheerfully

heu-uly oomnuud Hop Bitters M thc

md ox done for me nnd
ndu. bdhvlng M Iinn no
equal be with-
out them.

Rev. y Washington, D. Q.




